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crowded to the rail with childish delight.

*

THE island at close quarters was no Elysium.
The ladies were visibly daunted by its forbidding
aspect. Its flanks appeared to be chaotic with
steamy jungle, while the foreshore afforded no
temperate harbours. A chain of arid rocks sur-
rounded the anchorage.
"The Chaprassis must find a shady grove,"
Enphemia Lord announced imperiously as they
stepped ashore. And the men, wavering under
the stout memsaheb's steely eyes, cast off their
betel-chewing lethargy and duly found an isolated
peepul tree, under which they commenced to spread
out the repast on a large Persian carpet. "An
admirable women," thought Colonel Mordaunt,
observing Euphemia's ubiquitous hustle. The
Colonel had been a widower for many years and
was constantly searching subconsciously for a new
mate. He greatly admired Euphemia's June-esque
physique. He felt that somehow with her the
autumn of his life might be postponed and retire-
ment at Cheltenham a thing to be relished. She
could make a wonderful chutney, too. It was a
calamity that she should have espoused that worm
from the Stores Department -
At that instant the worm in question, looking
slightly ridiculous in his bottle-green jacket, was
enjoying himself in conversation with Miss Primm,
who, in the barren desert of female society in
Bombay, found herself regarded as a passable oasis
by middle-aged males.